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Wednesday,  Aug.  18  - 

This  morning  I  awakened  to  find  Merry  Old  England  in  tears  at  our  departure 
but  even  the  rain  could  not  dampen  our  ardour  and  with  open  umbrella  in  my  hand 
and  a  few  (  decidedly  fee  )  ha'pennies  in  my  pocket  I  went  gaily  forth. 

Walked  all  around  the  city  wall  gazing  serenely  at  all  the  historic  interests  as 
pointed  out  in  my  1  penny  guide  to  Chester.  At  this  stage  how  we  count  the 
ha'pennies  and  a  six  pence  seems  a  dollar  and  a  shilling  a  pound.  In  my 
steamer  letter  to  Molly  I  described  my  situation,  especially  my  financial 
condition. 

Molly,  Molly,  Molly 
I'm  broke.  Dead  broke  ! 

And  it's  not  exactly  jolly 
To  be  broke  -  Dead  broke  ! ! 

I  know  you  think  it's  folly 
And  I  know  it  is  by  golly  ! 

To  spend  money  like  a  volley 
Then  be  broke.  Dead  broke  !  !  ! 

She,  poor  girl,  was  so  ill  going  over.  I  laughed  and  in  that 
steamer  letter  to  her  I  had  the  decency  to  say  perhaps  I  too  would  be  ill  . 

My  pen  foolishly  did  this  : 

There  was  a  young  lady  names  Jones 

Who  remarked  in  decided  tones 

I'll  not  be  ill 

I'll  not  need  a  pill 

But  the  third  day  found  her  in  moans 

She  turned  a  wonderful  green 
The  rarest  shade  ever  was  seen 
She  screamed  for  a  pail 
Then  fled  to  the  rail 

And  now  on  sailing  she's  not  very  keen 


